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horse's shoulder or streaming behind. Often
they flung javelins at each other, and that with
such hearty good-will that the effort not seldom
went near tossing them off their little white
horses. Those horses had caught tho madness
of the hour; and though no princess like
Andromache had fed them with corn soaked
in generous wine, they flashed past us with feet
that hardly touched the ground, little sharp
heads pointed into the air, and protruding eyes ;
fleet as the wind, and so light and slender that
a wind, apparently, might have blown them
away.

In the midst of all this riot, a gaunt old
camol paced sedately aud pensively with
measured steps ; now holding his level head as
srteadily on high as if he were pointing toward
Mecca and the Prophet's tomb; now discreetly
inclining it, as one who takes gently whatever
fortune comes, aud browsing on the pink
flowers (the silver rod) which abound on the
stoops of the Ilissus. Besides this representa-
tive of the Ottoman Empire the ministers of all